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owner up., dressed, mid seated on a stool at the hearth : 
Maureen was fast asleep in her bad. 
*" Did a hare jump"-' down the chimney p" he demanded. 
The old woman affected to be deaf, and made ■'no an- 
swer. The lad searched every corner of the cottage, but 
no hare was to be found ; and, knowing that this annual, 
when very hardly pressed, will take refuge with the 
human species, he renewed his inquiries of the aged 
woman. Again she pretended deafness.* "Perhaps she's 
hid under your gown ?" said the crafty omadhawn ; and, 
suddenly raising up her clothes, he beheld— not the hare 
— hut the mark of the greyhound's teeth in the woman's 
hip, the fresh wound still bleeding, where the dog had 
bitten out 'the piece of flesh ! 

"Bedad," cried the lad, "you're no woman, but a 
colliaheen-M" and, seizing a broomstick, which lay in a 
corner, he ran off with it, saying, " you shan't have this 
to ride away on, any way." 

He then proceeded to his master, to whom he narrated 
his singular adventure, adding, "I hope, Sir, your ho- 
nour won't marry a witch's foster child." 

Notwithstanding the ardour of the lover's attachment, 
and notwithstanding that the following day had been 
fixed for the nuptials, it u said that he felt -some repug- 
nance to fulfil his matrimonial engagement; love, how- 
ever, ultimately triumphed, 

On proceeding to the cottage, the old woman was 
found lying dead upon the hearth } j; Maureen was still 
asleep, in happy unconsciousness of the strange and fan-, 
tastic vagaries which had? recently been played. The 
corpse was removed, iaud interred with all possible haste, 
the assistants fearing that the devil might: whisk it away 
from among themy 'before it was deposited beneath the 
lap of mother earth/ ; v ' '•, 

~ u What a wikly foolish, fanciful legend!" we observed 
to the bid peasant* who narrated this strange tale. 

" Eoniitli enonghj '181 r^ to be sure," he replied, "but 
when people get together, by a winter's fire-side, on holi- 
day highu,' they mu>tf always keep ould stories of this 
sort going to am usethem" - : '-: ; iM.- :■:■:■/■/- .;. -A- : : 
^ And, pray, uvy old iriend^V we continued, "do yon 
believe this story ? T * ; ; ■ 

u Why, plase your honour, I've my doubts about the 
part of it where the-Oidd hag tookthe ■Jorjri of a hare to 
suck cows -~i T d never believe that ! any ould woman could 
do the like of that— hiVt ;; it's airtrue, and as true as true 
can be, that the 1 beautiful Maureen was married to the 
young squire tl)e day her ould nurse died, and she never 
iaievv one word about her death until after the wedding, 
they managed it so cute.. And itV their childh.ei*s 
chtidher, in the sixth jinneration, has the place at this 
day : and M'Qarthyi t-he; blacksmith, in the parish of 
Gagheragh, west of Skibbereeh, is great grandsbh to 
Dan, Maureen's brother; and M'Carthy has got the 
length of a fishing-rod of fine ould parchment title deeds 
of his ancesthor, McCarthy More's, proper ty.f More's 
the pity that he should be working at the forge and bel- 
lows this blessed day }'" 

"■And, ■pray," we demanded, "is there any trace of 
Maureen's cottage standing?"* 

*' Not a stone of it left, Sir— her husband threw it 
down, and also the wail round the held, the year he was 
married. And it's she that made him the good, loving 
wife; twenty years they lived together, and at last she 
died in child-birth, and he didn't long survive her* They 
were both buried without any funeral, (barring the family 
and tinants,) under the ould blasted oak, by the ruins : of 
the priory-— the very spot, your honour* where he first 
laid eyes on her, and where he proposed for her I ulia- 
gone T* 

" B the priory standing still ■?" v*e asked, 
"Ho, Sir; it's fifty years since the ould gable walls 
were taken down, and the graves all levelled im : There's 
a tall grove of sycamore and elms growing now on the 
spot* taking root in the corpses of the dead* You'd never 
know there was a grave in the place, to look at it " 
u Would the present posst^sor of K — --—;' we co.nii- 

* Witch, '■'... 

f Thhk .really $niQ^t%&:pm"4nmntn: w& 'to '..' jwrfect. yvessp 



nued, et be displeased at having th v e story of his ancestor's 
marriage with Maureen M'Cartby 'spoketf of 'f * 

6i Oil, no, Sir 1" cried the' bid peasant, warmly ; "heaven 
bless his honour's true Irish -heart] he'd feel ten' times 
prouder of bung come from the ould Milesian stock, if 
they only were peasants, than if he was sprung from a 
hundred Sasseriagii kings and queens !- He's Irish to the 
core of the heart—he loves the green sod as he loves his 
own life ! And, besides them M'Carthys, he's come from 
the ONeills, O'Connors, the Hagarties, and Feigheries, 
and a score of ould Irish families besides." 

We were shown, by an old parish priest, a miniature 
picture of Maureen ; it is strikingly beautiful, and said 
to resemble some of her female descendants of the pre- 
sent day. J. E/Wl 



In the year 1663, an old dame, named Julian Cox, 
was convicted' of' 'witchcraft, chiefly oh the evidence of " ; a 
huntsman, who declared on his oath that he laid his grey- 
hounds on a hare, and coming up to the spot where die 
saw them mouth her, there he found on the other side of 
the bush Julian Cox, "ly-ing panting and breathiessV iivsuch 
a manner as to convince- him that she had been 'the 
creature wh ich afforded iiim the course. The unhappy 
woman was accordingly executed. 

The shopkeeper turns '-his capital once in a week or a 
mouth. The la mi er ■turns his money once ihayear* hut 
the forest- planter :muat discard the commensal" maxim 
" a small profit i\m\ 'quick rettmi" for he can scarcely 
turn his capital once in' his lifetime. Still, however, 
nothing can pay he^er'thau the planting of waste -lands 
with forest trees. \ 0aks/ ! pines, and willows, will ."■■■give- 
more profit than f eriis, - heath j and rushe^and a practical 
man .with four labourers under him v could: sitfiermtend 
500 acres. A mam cannot amass a large property 'for his 
children by a: small outlay so r surely as by plaiting 



P OP U.L AH POISON. 
When pure ardeivi <*piWts &ref taken into the stomach, 
they : -cause ' irritation, ? which h teVHicei^byUviarrinft^'and 
pain e^peneheddih-that -organ \ and onejft; infkihmation 
of the delicate ve-uts of -this' part and sonietiines' gangrene. 
They act in the same 4 manner as poisons^ ? Besides- the lo- 
cal injury they produce, 'they act on the Iherves of* the 
stomach- which nuv to the !; bruin- aMIif^tUkfettin-^Jarge 
quantities, cause insensibility,- stupor,* itre|irlar ^Gofrvnlrive 
acti on , difneu 1 1 brisat Isingy ! profound tilee^ ■ tmd %l|eni sud- 
den death. The ; hauiteijl $se 'of HiMeuttspdrhi A&tifees a 
slow ; inflammation;; <if 'the stomidch ! and I-ratet^ * wbiefc pro- 
ceeds steadily,' but k ; often undiscbvcred-tiil too late for 



AH ANTIQUARY 
Is one that "has his being in this age, but his life and 
conversation are in tile days of old. He despises the 
present age as an innovation, and slights the future % but 
has a great value for that which is past and gone; 'iije 
the madman that -fell in love with ■'Cleopatra..- He is % 
old frippery philosopher, that has so si range a natural if* 
fectkm to worm-eaten speculation, "that it is apparent he 
has a worm in his skulk". -He 'honours 'his forefather* and 
furemotherH, but cnmieinns his parent^ as too modem, 
and no better than upstarts. He neglects himself'/ be- 
cause he was born in his own tune, and ho far -off anti- 
quity, which he so much admires; and rt pines like \%. 
younger brother, because he came so late into the, WbrlJ 
He spends the one half of bis, time in 'coHec^g;^'^. 
significant tribes ♦' and the other iivstrewmg\t'b^ 
he takes singular delight in j because the opener he does 
it, the further they ai*e from being new to hlmv, Ail his 
curiosities t^ke place one of another*! according to* 1 their 
seniority, and he values them not hy .'their • ahUiues, but 
their standing* lie .lias" a great veneration for ' worda tliat 
are stricken in years, and are grown so aged, \tin.it the)' 
have outlived tKeir employments; These he uses, with'" a 
respect agreeable to their antiquity, and the good servleef 
they have done* He throws a v\ ay Itu time in 5'^fiU^.HS 
aiftc'r tftat" which- Is' ''past -and gone so many' uge4'.4l'^;;}& 
£>mtUU $h$Qts away an arrow to' find out x; ibQtnei , 'iffiii 
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was lost before. He fetches things out of dust and ruins, 
like the fable of the chymical plant raised out of its own 
ashes. He values one old invention that is lost and never 
to be recovered, before all the new ones in the world, 
though ever so useful. As every man has but one father, 
but two grandfathers, and a world of ancestors, so he has 
a proportional value for things that are ancient, and the 
further off the greater. 

He is a great time-saver but it is out of time out of 
mind, to which he conforms exactly, I ut is wholly retired 
from the present. His days were spent and gone long 
before he came into the world, and since this his only bu- 
siness is to collect what he can out of the ruins of them. 
He has so strong a natural affection to any thing that is 
old, that he may truly " say to dust and worms, you are 
my father, and to rottenness, thou art my mother." He 
has no providence nor foresight, for all his contempla- 



tions look backward on the days of old, and his brains are 
turned with them, as if he walked backwards. He had la- 
ther interpret one obscure word, in any old senseless 
discourse, than be the author of the most ingenious new 
one. He devours an old manuscript wirh greater relish 
than worms and moths do; and, though, there be nothing 
in it, values it above any thing printed, which he accounts 
but a novelty. . When he happens to cure a small botch 
in an old author, he is as proud of it, as if he had got the 
philosopher's stone, and could cure all the diseases of 
mankind. He values things wrongfully upon their anti- 
quity, forgetting that the most modern are really the 
most ancient of all things in the world, like those that 
reckon their pounds before their shillings and pence, of 
which they are made up. He esteems no customs but 
such as have outlived themselves, and are long since out 
of use. 




KILKEA CASTLE. 



Kilkea Castle, situated in the southern part of the 
county of Kildare, about thirty-one miles from the me- 
tropolis, and one and a half from the town of Castleder- 
mot, is an extensive though irregular pile of castellated 
building. A castle on this site was first erected by Hugh 
de Lacy the younger, Earl of Ulster, who obtained the 
barony of Kilkea by a marriage with Emmelina, daughter 
of the Lord de Riddlesford. The property afterwards 
passed into the Kildare family, by whom the castle has 
been re-edified at different times. This fortified residence 
was a place of some distinction in the fourteenth century. 
Sir Thomas Rokeby, Lord Justice of Ireland, died here, 
in the year 1356. The buildings were much enlarged and 
improved by John, sixth Earl of Kildare, who died in 
1427. Considerable alterations and repairs have taken 
place at subsequent periods ; the most recent of which 
were effected by the late Daniel Caulfield, of Levitstown, 
Esq., who obtained a lease of these premises from the 
Duke of Leinster. 

The interior presents, in many parts, curious examples 
of ancient arrangement : and from several of the win- 
dows are obtained fine views, embracing, among other ob- 
jects, the demesne of Lord Aldborough, the banks of the 
river Greece^ and the mountains of the Queen's County. 



The staircase is composed of massy oak. Connected with 
the chimney-piece in the great drawing-room are some 
ancient basso-relievos, of much curiosity. On. the right 
side of the fire-place is" represented an ape, the crest of 
the Fitzgeralds, beneath which is the following inscrip- 
tion: 

Si Dieu plet. 

Crom — aboo. 

MDLXXIII. 
On the left side is an eagle with expanded wings, resting 
on a perch. This, as we are informed by the MSS. of 
the Chev. de Montmorency, is the crest of Mabel, second 
daughter of Sir Anthony Brown, master of the horse to 
King Edward VI. sister to Anthony Viscount Montacute, 
and wife of Gerald, eleventh Earl of Kildare. 

Inserted in the gate-house of this castle is a stone, 
sculptured in a singular and grotesque manner. The 
sculpture represents a monster, having the head of a fox, 
the claws of a dragon, and the legs of a man. The mon- 
ster is prostrate, and over it is a female figure, nurturing 
at the breast an eagle. The monster presses her to him 
with his claws, and a dog behind appears to hold, or to 
bite her.— Near the castle is a large conical mount, in re- 
cent years covered with trees. 



